In 1968, America was on fire. Cities burned. Black 
America struggled against White. Vietnam war 
protesters poured into the streets raging against 
that pointless bloodbath. Young people hid out in 
college to avoid the military draft and get their 
degree. 


In the midst of the chaos, six young small-college 
football players came together in what was to 
become known as "the football house." The 
football house, as will become evident, was 
prescient of the John Belushi film, “Animal House, " 
a movie that didn't premiere until 1978. Life 
imitating art perhaps. 


What brought the 6 
together? The group 
couldn't gather a 
hundred bucks, except 
for beer. More 
importantly, the boys 
loved the game. 
Especially if there was 
sufficient alcohol to 
soothe the pain of daily 
practice. 


In the world of Small 
Ball, the boys had to rely 
on the largesse of under- 
the-table donors, 
wealthy Duluthians who 
Supported UMD sports 
and head coach, Jim 
Malosky. The cash 
covered tuition. But 
Coach oftentimes had to 
use monies to smooth- 
over some team 
member's run-ins with 
the police. It was a 
constant struggle, 
challenging Coach's 
abilities to field a sober 
winning team. 


Coach Jim Malosky - 
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In addition to housemates, there were a number of 
hangers-on spending inordinate amounts of time 
drinking and butting heads in a continuous display of 
alcohol-induced macho. 





The principle activity on a typical 
evening was the consumption of Blatz, which at .99 
cents a Six-Pack, was the beer du jour. The volume 
of drinking was so capacious that 5 garbage cans 
assigned to the house were nearly always filled to 
the rim with empties. Sad in terms of recycling, but 
the only thing we were interested in at the time was 
demonstrating how drunk one could get. 
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BIGGEST SELECTION IN TOWN 


See | the International Playboy From London 
aris, Rome and International Falls 
And His Wife Irene 
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One of the perks offered to those who 
supported the football program with cash 
was access to the team locker-room, 
before and after games. The purported 
reason was, that by allowing the donors 
access to the squad donors would be 
more likely to continue funneling cash. 
There's nothing better, when one is old 
and tired, than to share a vicarious 
experience, hanging-out with the young 
and virile. 


But this wasn't the only motive driving the 
program's backers. Some were more 
interested in watching the young warriors 
dress, shower and undress in the sweat- 
filled room. These select donors would 
hang out near the entrance to the shower, 
professing interest in the game, all the 
while ogling exposed young males, their 
bits on full display. 


One of the donors, 

a constant presence, 
was a local 
insurance 
salesman 

who'd done 
quite well. 

To avoid 
embarrassment 
and a raft of 
pesky lawsuits, 
we'll refer to this 
person as Roman. 





Roman was a rotund figure with money 
and interests leaning towards handsome 
young males. The Athletic Department 
management had to have been aware of 
this, but money talks. Roman was 
blessed. And, since every player was 18, it 
seems Roman was, at minimum, aware of 
the problems associated with any 
dalliances including minors. 








Roman was always present at pre- and post-game 
locker room events. As 18-year old heteros, we were 
naive regarding the existence of people like Roman. 
Naively, we impugned nothing dishonorable about 
Roman's presence near the showers. 


That is until such time as Roman 
took a keen interest in one of our 
housemates, a strapping lad 
from Richfield, Minnesota. Dan 
Daly was his name. For reasons 
never made clear, Daly had 
attracted Roman's wandering 
eye. 


Roman's proclivities, paired with 
his fantasies involving Daly, 
would prove beneficial to Daly's 
housemates, while also 
providing a humorous interlude, as you will soon 
discover.. 


Roman had a large appetite for all things, including 
food and drink. He would oftentimes show up at the 
football house in the evenings, tempting us with free 
burgers and beer at The Pickwick, a local hash house 
favored by Duluth's nouveau riche. 
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The Evening In 


On a particular Fall evening, while a number of us were in our 
living room, listening to Johnny Cash and drinking heavily, 
Danny was upstairs in his bed, stark naked, studying for a test 
or something along those lines. Daly had an odd habit, nude- 
studying in the privacy of his bedroom. He would use a 
skimpy, well-worn blanket to barely cover his manhood - a sort 
of holy shroud. As we were tipsy most of the time, few 
questioned Daly's inclinations. 


Suddenly, there was a knock at the front door. Peering out the 
window, we saw that it was Roman. A cheer went up. Burgers 
and beer seemed near. 


After a few pleasantries, Roman got down to business. Would 
we like to go to the Pick for a meal and a beer? Of course! 
And then, the crucial question. "Where is Danny?" Roman 
asked. He always called him Danny. 





Upstairs studying," we all chimed-in. "Why don't you go up 
and fill him in on the plan." 


As Roman heaved his impressive bulk up the creaking steps, 
the rest of us smirked in anticipation of the hilarious results 
certain to occur. 


No one living or hanging-out at the Football 
House was 21, the legal drinking age in 
Minnesota, yet somehow Roman kept the 
beers coming...with a single condition. 


Daly had always to be seated directly next 
to Roman - a Right Hand Man as it were. 
Watching Daly struggle against Roman's 
Russian hands made for an enjoyable 
evening for the rest of us. It was never 
clear as to Daly's feelings on the subject. 
We were all too busy getting drunk on 
Roman's dime. Roman's predilections 
were Daly's problem. 


Question 


In short order, the insurance mogul reached 
Daly's bedroom door. 


"Hey Danny...what's up?" he queried. 


"Christ on a bike. How'd you get up here," 
Daly asked in desperation. 


Downstairs, we were all singing the refrain of 
Johnny Cash's smash hit, "Ring of Fire." 


"And it burns, burns, burns. The Ring of 
Fire... The Ring of Fire." 


After what must have been an eternity in Daly's 
brain, the duo plodded back down the stairs. 
Roman appeared disheveled, while Daly 
seemed a bit nonplussed. Being as we were 
already half-drunk, we were amused by the 
circumstances. 


Breaking the awkward silence, Roman 
suggested we hop into his Olds 98 and head- 
on down to the Pickwick. A cheer went up in 
the room. 


Roman went out to his car ahead of us all, 
giving us the opportunity to haze Daly...and to 
thank him as well. 


"We don't know what went on up in your 
room,’ someone noted. "But whatever it was, 
we thank you." 


